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Yukon Work Expands 
Through Tireless Efforts 


By Mamie Legris 


At Madonna House we used to say — and I know 
they still say — ‘Life here is never static; always dynamic, 
anything can happen and usually does.” 


Well, strange as it may seem, Maryhouse, though 
only eight months old, follows that pattern to the letter, 
and the staff workers have no dull or monotonous mom- 
ents. Quite often as I review the happenings of the day and 
enter them in the beautiful log book given to us by the 
Clarkes of Windsor, I think that Maryhouse is maturing 


fast. 
The Children’s Hour 

Yesterday, for example, 
we held our first Story Hour 
for the children. Sister Ber- 
nice very graciously let me 
announce it in the class- 
rooms of the Cathedral 
School on Friday, and Sister 
Gabriel loaned me some 
children’s records for the 
occasion. At two o’clock Sat- 
urday afternoon more than 
forty children were sitting 
around on the chairs, and 
the floor, in our library 
listening to stories, playing 
games, singing and enjoying 
cake and cookies. For many 
of them it was an introduc- 
tion to our children’s library 
and they were delighted to 
be able to borrow books. The 
Story Hour will be a monthly 
feature and the children will 
remember the day easily be- 
cause it is the first Saturday, 
Our Lady of Fatima’s Day. 

Then there is the parish 
C.Y.O. As in former years 
they have their weekly study 
club meetings. Many of the 
members are young men and 
women whose homes are not 
in Whitehorse. Much as they 
would like to take turns in- 
viting the members to their 
boarding houses, limited 
space and _ circumstances 
make it impossible. As 
Friendship House is a “home 
away from home” and a 
center for many activities, it 
was quite natural they 
should receive a standing 
invitation to have their dis- 
cussion groups in our library. 
So each Monday evening the 
members come to Maryhouse 
for their meeting and all of 
us have a fruitful, enjoyable 
get-together. 

Sense In Census 

For the past three weeks 
Kay, Louie, and I have been 
taking a census of the In- 
dian people in Whitehorse. 
Many have left their native 
villages and are living in 
town. Each missionary 
knows his own people, but 
when they move into town 
and get lost in a population 
of six thousand, the mission- 
ary loses contact with them. 
And, without his constant 
vigilance and  encourage- 
ment, they often cease to 
practise their religion. 


So the census-taking was 
a necessity. And if you knew 
the daily horarium of the 
bishop and the three priests 
of this city, you would know 
it was impossible for them 
to do this work. How pleased 
we were to do it for them! 





We found out where the 
Indian people lived, and who 
they were. Also we got an 
inkling into their lives and 
home conditions. It was quite 
an education for us and we 
are beginning to realize more 
and more the immense task 
that God has entrusted to 
His missionaries and are 
grateful that He has chosen 
us to help where and when 
we can. 

The Sick Too 

And there are the weekly 
visits to the hospital. We 
have a little hospital fund 
that was provided by the 
Catholic Women’s League of 
a Western Ontario town. It 
is slowly disappearirng, but 
there is_ still sufficient to 
purchase a few treats for the 
Sick. 

Last week on my visit, I 
took along some candy and 
fruit. I wish you could have 
seen the patients’ faces light 
up as I went from bed to bed 
with the treat, chatted with 
the people, admired the love- 
ly handicraft work that some 
of them were doing, and gave 
them the Catholic magazines 
and papers some benefactors 
send regularly. 

As I leave these wards, I 
can’t help but think how 
much happiness a little of 
our time and money bring to 
the sick. So few people ever 
think of devoting some of 
their leisure time to visiting 
the lonely in the hospital. 

Happy Surprise 

The highlight of the 
month was the letter from 
B saying that a third branch 
of Friendship House, Cana- 
dian Province, would be 
opened in Edmonton in the 
near future. I know B’s joy is 
beyond expression and ours 
is a close second. We are 
happy to see our much 
needed Apostolate grow, to 
know that the newest seed 
will be planted near us; and 
we are so pleased that Dor- 
othy Phillips will be the 
Director. Our prayers and 
best wishes are for Dot and 
the staff workers who will 
later join her in Edmonton 
and give their best in that 
part of the Lord’s vineyard. 


What a surprise we got one 
evening when, after chatting 
about home, the growth of 
Friendship House, and the 
new Marian Center in Ed- 
monton, the phone rang. It 
was a long distance call. As 
the last coin was deposited 
in its place, I heard Dot’s 
clear voice saying “Hello” 





from Edmonton! 

I leave it to you to imagine 
how much we crammed into 
those three minutes. When 
the operator told us our time 
was up Dot said, “How much 
will another minute cost?” 
Her dollars were, no doubt, 
limited and the gift of some 
friend who said, “Use this 
money for whatever you 
like.” I was glad that she 
invested it in a phone call 
to Whitehorse. 

It is indeed true that in 
Maryhouse anything can 
happen and usually does. 

Happy month of St. Joseph 
in the year dedicated to St. 
Joseph, the saint of little 
things! 





Our Third Canadian 
Foundation Is Begun 


_It was a gray, overcast day, with the show lying 
dazzling white, high and thick everywhere, as far as the eye 


could see. 


It seems to me I shall always remember that day of 
January 7th, 1955, as a contrast of dark clouds and white 
snow—symbols of the work of God—where light and dark 
are brushes that paint a picture to be beheld only in 


heaven .. . after death. 

On January seventh, with 
the Magi — for I placed her 
under their patronage 
Dorothy Phillips, my oldest 
daughter in the Apostolate 








AS OFTENAS YOU DID IT TO ONE OF 





The Daily Missal 


By Lee 











Few know it. 

Few use it. 

Few learn to use it as it 
should be used. 

Few have learned to love 
it and make it a part of their 
lives. 

But to know the Mass, and 
follow it, one should use a 
Missal. 

No one can memorize and 
follow all the prayers of the 
Mass, and concentrate on 
the meaning of each part, 
and its beauty, without 
some sort of guide. 

When one uses the missal 
one works with the priest in 
offering up the Mass, in 
producing the greatest 
drama taking place on earth. 
One has no time for a wan- 
dering mind then. One par- 
ticipates with love and de- 
votion, giving his attention 
to the Mass as well as giving 
his heart. 

















of Madonna House, left with- 
out fanfare or publicity, for 
Edmonton, Alberta, to start 
there our third branch in 
Canada, which will work 
with the many transients 
who come to this swollen, oil- 
boom city, lured by tales of 
easy money and plenty of 
jobs — and find none. 
An Old Prayer 

As I prayed over Dorothy’s 
bowed head our familiar 
“Madonna House Prayer for 
the Travellers,” that I had 
introduced long ago and far 
away — which came to me 
from my Polish grandmoth- 
er who told me that it was 
surely almost a thousand 
years old — I thought... of 
MADONNA HOUSE, Com- 
bermere . . . dedicated to the 
Rural Apostolate and to the 
training of our Staff... of 
MARYHOUSE, Whitehorse, 
Yuckon Territory, so many 
thousand miles away, en- 
gaged in lay missionary work 
with the Indians, and of this 
new venture. Our Lady of 
Combermere, the Directress 
of our Apostolate, had called 


it into being. It was already 
dedicated to herr as Edmon- 
ton’s MARIAN CENTER, de- 
signed to work with the 





Homeless. This is the prayer: 


“MAY OUR LADY 
COVER YOU 
WITH THE BLUE 
MANTLE 
OF HER LOVE. 
AND KEEP YOU SAFE, 
AND BRING YOU 
FIRST TO YOUR 
EARTHLY HOME. 
THEN TO THAT 
OF HER SON IN 
HEAVEN .. ” 


As the familiar words fell 
from my lips, tears welled 
up in my eyes. They were 
tears of joy, at the growth 
of the Apostolate, the chance, 
the privilege, that is ours. 

And they were tears of 
sorrow at having to part 
with Dorothy, who through 
five long years of Madonna 
House birthpangs, shared 
with me so much of the 
darkness and shadows. 
Now she would have to face 
them — as do all directors 
of houses — on her own. 

“Off We Go...” 

How slender and straight 
was Dorothy, yet how strong 
in faith and love. She would 
not, of course, be working 
exactly “alone.” No. Some- 
time in May, two more from 
Madonna House would be 
sent to join her — Her staff! 
And there would be the holy 
help of Fr. Briere, the chap- 
lain appointed to look after 
them. 

It is a big job, no matter 
which way it is considered— 
feeding and helping endless 
streams of hungry, lonely, 
disillusioned people. Feeding 
not only their bodies but 
souls. Happily, the good 
Archbishop of Edmonton 
gave permission for a chapel 
with the Blessed Sarcament 
reserved, for the new “MAR- 
IAN CENER” as it will be 
called — and with the Lord 
in the House, nothing truly 
will be impossible. 

Pray for the work. Pray 
for Dorothy. And help her. 
For she truly needs EVERY- 
THING ... Furniture... 
Bedding . . . Crockery... 
China ... Silverware... 
Kitchen utensils . . . Chapel 
furnishings . . . Second-hand 
clothing to give away (re- 
member, mostly men’s) .. . 
Groceries . . . Canned goods 
.. . Staples ... all will be 
welcomed. 

Twenty-five Years! 


DOROTHY PHILLIPS, c/o 


THE PRECIOUS BLOC ..” 


MONASTERY, EDMONTSS 
ALTA., is the address, untii 
such a time as the Center 
is ready for occupancy. Much 


has yet to be done there. 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


For those who have “eyes to see deep,” into the 
kingdom of souls, beyond the daily affairs of men, an 
awesome and tragic drama unfolds itself. Let their 
“beholding” therefore be humble, simple and prayer- 
ful. 


For the horizon of the kingdom of souls is dark 
and foreboding. From depths unplumbed, Evil comes 
forth, immense and overpowering. Seemingly finding 
substance from the very souls of men. Faceless. Amor- 
phous. Shapeless. Yet palpable. It rises from nowhere 
and everywhere An ever-changing mist, that can, it 
seems, assume any shape, any face. All shapes. All 
faces. And yet—has none! 


The great Incognito. The eternal Imitation, 
who slowly, inch by inch conquers the horizon of the 
kingdom of souls. Confusing the minds of men. 
Anaesthetizing their souls. Making them robots to 
slogans unspoken — yet heard. Sowing hatred every- 
where. Planting strife skillfully-in-between. One. Yet 
Legion. 

Yet, from the East, that isn’t East at all — for 
this holy kingdom has neither end nor beginning, 
neither space, nor time .. . a light dawns. Gentle at 
first .. . Then waxing stronger and stronger . . . Until 
it becomes a Flame of Light that seems to come to 
grips with the Darkness . . . and to push it back, touch- 
ing each soul, killing the seeds of hatred and strife 
sown in it. Snatching it from the hold of death — and 
laying it gently back into the craddle of Light and 
Life. Unmasking the Unknown. Until all can see him 
for what he is. A fallen, sullen, hate-full angel. Lucifer! 


Within the light that conquers, a Woman 
stands. Clothed in it. Part of it. Crowned with it. 
Using it as a footstool. Alone—it seems—the Woman 
clothed in light advances against Lucifer. More power- 
ful though is she than an army in battle array. 


And no wonder. For the Light she is clothed 
with is that of THE UNCREATED AND MOST HOLY 
TRINITY. Yet another figure stands quietly in that 
splendor. 


It stands silent, watchful, powerful, protecting. 
It is the figure of St. Joseph, patron of the Universal 
Church and its kingdom of souls. Spouse of Mary. 
Foster Father of God. 


The age of Mary, that is so gloriously here with 
us, is also the age of St. Joseph. For where she is, he 
also is. Let us then, remembering this, turn to him. 
For indeed he can and will help us. 


Aren’t we like he was — faced on all sides with 
mysteries beyond our ken? 


Let us beg him for Faith, his kind of Faith. 
Simplicity, his kind of simplicity. Trust, his kind of 
trust. And obedience, his kind of obedience. 

We need them all — urgently, vitally, imme- 
diately. 

The man who believed in the seemingly im- 


possible is the natural patron of our hopeless times 
— which require his kind of faith to survive. 


We need St. Joseph, the guide who safely led 
Mother and Child from the clutches of Herod into 
Egypt. Let us ask him to guide us from our own 
confusion, doubts, fears, and temptations, into the 
land of light and love that is Mary. 

St. Joseph is the Man of Peace. He held the 
Prince of Peace in his arms! Surely if we ask him, he 
will let us hold the Prince too. Then we will see the 
ways of peace and follow them. 

St. Joseph is the man of silence. We who live 
amid the noise and confusion of our times .. . let us 
ask him to teach us his holy silence, that we too may 
hear the voice of God, which speaks so loudly in it. 

ST. JOSEPH, GUIDE US OUT OF THIS 
..WORLD OF HATREDS ...GREEDS...FEARS... 
CONFUSIONS. GUIDE US INTO THE LIGHT... 
INTO THE IMMACULATE HEART OF YOUR SPOUSE 
—SO THAT SHE IN TURN MAY PLACE US IN THE 
SACRED HEART OF HER SON. 











Once upon a time, in the 
old days of Madonna House 
(which means, of course, 
when the place was new) 
there was a girl who laughed 
at almost everything. 

She laughed when she 
burned the cabbage. She 
laughed when the fire went 
out because she had forgot- 
ten to put wood into it. She 
laughed when the _ bread 
turned into concrete. She 
laughed when a piece of soap 
fell out of her hands and 
vanished. She laughed when 
she found said soap boiling 
in the soup. 

“Hey,” she screamed. 
“Come and look. Soup suds!”’ 
She laughed when she re- 
ferred to herself as the cook 
—but not very hard. 

Funny? Without Fun! 

She told excruciatingly 
funny stories, if you were in 
the mood for them. They 
were about other people. Her 
father especially. The first 
time papa went to work mam- 
ma put him up a lunch. 
When he came home that 
night she asked him how he 
liked it. He said it was won- 
derful. So from that day on, 
every working day for thirty 
years, mamma never gave 
him anything but cold 
tongue sandwiches and a cold 
old dab of beans. 

One very dark night papa 
heard something rushing to- 
ward him from behind. He 
ran. Whatever was chasing 
him ran faster. Papa strained 
himself in his panic to 
escape. Maybe it was a wolf. 
Maybe it was a bear. Maybe 
it was the devil. He got 
through the back door of his 
home, bolted the door, and 
leaned against the _ wall, 
speechless with fatigue and 
terror. The beast was outside, 
scratching frantically at the 
door, determined to claw his 
way in. 

Our laughing girl flipped 
on the porch light and look- 
ed out the kitchen window. 
There was only a_ black 
puppy on the porch, a cute 
little pet that papa himself 
had brought home only a few 
days before. 

No Likee, No Laughee 

One of the things the girl 
didn’t laugh about was the 
fact of our “spiritual ster- 
ility.” We had no chapel at 
the time, no chaplain, and 
no daily Mass. Those were 
the days when Father Dwy- 
er’s stomach was trying to 
boss the parish. It forbade 
him to say Mass. (Eventu- 
ally he induced a surgeon to 
escort the trouble-maker, or 
the worst elements of it, out 
of his parish so to say. Life 
has been easier for priest 
and parish ever since.) 

We used to argue that per- 
haps it was God’s will we 
should suffer this “spiritual 
sterility.” It might make us 
appreciate the Mass when it 
was once more celebrated 
daily in the parish. It might 
make us appreciate having 
a chapel in Madonna House 
someday. And it certainly 
would make us appreciate 
the presence of a chaplain— 
if ever God saw fit to send 
us one. 

But this girl couldn’t live, 
she said, without “having a 
priest handy all the time.” 
So she left us. She didn’t go 
alone. One who accompanied 
her we called, all to ourselves, 
“Winnie the Weeper.” 

Weepy Winsome Winnie 


Winnie liked to cry. If there 
was a chill in the air — and 
it does get cold in Canada 
sometimes — she moaned 
audibly for her “snuggies.” 
If it rained, she talked about 














neon lights, and street cars, 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








and movies, and vanilla sun- 
daes with fudge sauce and 
salted peanuts, and all the 
other wonderful things she 
had given up for life in Ma- 
donna House. After that she 
would rush upstairs, pick out 
a nice soft bed, throw herself 
on it, and enjoy a nice hard 
cry. 

We were sorry to see them 
go. They were nice girls. 
They wanted to be saints. 
But the life was too rough 
for them, too monotonous, 
too dull, too “‘back-woodsy,” 
too “unclergical.” 

We have the chapel now, 
and all it connotes. But 
neither the girl who laughed 
so much, nor the one who 
wept so much, will ever bene- 
fit from it, apparently. ‘“Win- 
nie the Weeper” has a home 
of her own in one of the big 
cities, and a bed of her own 
to weep on. The other girl 
is in a sanitarium. The poor 
child could laugh about 
most anything, the doctor 
said; and that would be good, 
only for one thing — she 
seldom could laugh at her- 
self. 

Years Come, Years Go 

Scores of young men and 
women have come to Ma- 
donna House since then. 
Some have gone. Some have 
stayed. A few have pledged 
themselves to remain for the 
rest of their lives in the Lay 
Apostolate Madonna House 
embraces. 











But this is not a history of 
the lads and lassies who have 
come to Combermere. It is 
but a memory that sparks a 
dramatic contrast. It makes 
me think of many wonderful 
events and things. It makes 
me think particularly of an- 
other sort of girl. 

One of the many priests 
who came here after our 
chapel was built took ex- 
ception — at first — to the 
fact that so many of the girls 
were bare-footed when they 
went to Mass. But after the 
shock had passed; and while 
he was rallying his mind to 
be analytical and not emo- 
tional, he looked at a statue 
of Our Lady. Its feet were 
bare too! 

He should have been in the 


chapel one night last sum- 
mer. A bare-footed girl was 


dancing there, before the 
Tabernacle — a gay, spirited, 
graceful dance, with should- 
ers and elbows and lovely 
eyes helping the feet to show 
the Lord her happiness. 
Dance Of Love 

Talk about the juggler of 
Notre Dame! Or David danc- 
ing before the Ark! This girl 
was a flame, an exultation, 
a rapture in motion, a 
prayer of love and reverence 
and great thanksgiving. 

She had been given a 
pretty blouse from the cloth- 





(Continued on Page Three) 








The B’s Corner 


Do you know St. Dym- 
phna? I confess I didn’t. Yet 
most assuredly she is the 
Saint for our century. Pat- 
roness of all those afflicted 
with neurosis or even deeper 
nervous disorders. 

Neurosis . . . the disease of 
our tense, tragic times. A 
word that meets the eyes of 
us moderns everywhere. Mov- 
ies are made about it. Slick 
magazines for both sexes, 
publish expert opinions, and 
personal - experience - stories 
about it. Newspapers devote 
columns to it. Popular and 
scientific books about it en- 
joy an unprecedented vogue. 
It is the topic of conversation 
in medical circles, and at the 
bridge table, as well as on the 
golf course. Business spends 
millions nowadays to find its 
statistical place in man- 
power and work-hours loss, 
hoping to do something a- 
bout both. 

God And Nerves 

But few think of turning 
their face to God and pray- 
ing about it. Asking Him to 
restore order in their lives, 
so that they may be cured 
of neurosis which funda- 
mentally is a disease of DIS- 
ORDER which began 
subtly when the home, the 
school, and finally whole 
nations divorced themselves 
from Him... and produced 
a life without foundations 
and roots, that culminated 
in our Atomic Age. A life too 
heavy to be borne alone with- 
out God and His immense 
tranquility of order! 

Yes St. Dymphna is most 
assuredly the Saint for our 
Century. She was a martyr, 
and she was Irish. Little else 
is known about her, I dis- 
covered. She was the first 
young Christian woman to 
shed her blood for Christ in 
what today is the Belgian 
City of Gheel in the Brabant 
Territory. Gheel is of course 
the celebrated village where 
every inhabitant for cen- 
turies has worked with the 
nervous 
people. 

Recently the Reader’s Di- 
gest, or was it the Catholic 
Digest? — I have forgotten 
which — carried a most in- 
teresting article about it. For 
today many qualified psychi- 
atrists of all faiths and none, 
it is said, journey to it, to 
find out the ways and meth- 
ods by which these officially 
untrained people produce so 
many cures. 

Love One Another 


It seems they use love of 
neighbor as the most potent 
medicine. And truly LOVE 
THOSE THEY CARE FOR. 
Then they give them a fam- 
ily background, taking them 
directly into their homes! 

LOVE AND SECURITY 
seem to be their therapy. 


Be it as it may ... St. 
Dymphna is their powerful 
patroness, and it develops 
that thousands of miracles 
Still take place on her tomb, 
over which a Church has 
been built. That Church is 
heavily indulgenced by many 
Pontiffs, who it is said, have 
always shown deep venera- 
tion for that extraordinary 
young saint. The afflicted 
truly have not found her 
wanting. 

Interested? We have book- 
lets and medals of St. Dym- 
phna. Write if you want one. 

Want to make a pilgrim- 
age to St. Dymphna? Well 
why not? You don’t have to 
cross oceans. Just make a 
trip to her Chapel, located 
near the Longview Hospital, 
Cincinnati 16, Ohio. 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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This is the middle of Lent. 
Purple vestments. No Gloria. 
No Alleluias. This is a time 
of preparation for the joy of 
Easter. In Madonna House 
it is a time of work, of prayer, 
of study. It is the “quietest” 
time of the year — if such a 
word may be used here. It is 
the time of the “Big Course.” 


It began January 10th. It 
will go on ’til the middle of 
April, and a long retreat will 
conclude it. It covers the 
many subjects necessary to 
the training of an “Apostle 
in the Market Place,” includ- 
ing the training on the job, 
which in M.H. is never separ- 
ated from the academic 
studies. Lectures are held 
every morning from 10 to 12, 
except Saturday, and every 
evening from 8 to 9 or 9.30. 

Specialists Teach 

The students are divided 
in three groups, Applicants, 
Juniors, and Seniors. The 
complete course lasts five 
years, the first three being 
spent in Madonna House, the 
last two in the branches. 
Many visiting priests, and 
laymen, each a specialist in 
his own field, come to give 
us the main lectures. 

When the Applicants first 
arrive here, they have to re- 
ceive the foundations: lit- 
urgy, prayer, catechism, in- 
troduction to the Lay Apos- 
tolate. In their second and 
third year, they will go deep- 
er into these subjects, espec- 
ially the Mass, and the Sen- 
iors will have an introduction 
to the Old Testament. 

I cannot, in a short article, 
cover all the subjects taught, 
or the methods of teaching. 


By Catherine Doherty 


RMERE 








Variety indeed is the out- 
standing feature of our 
Course, and this will not sur- 
prise anyone who knows of 
the many needs of the Apos- 
tolate. Another character- 
istic is the eagerness of the 
students. By living and work- 
ing here, they themselves 
discover the need for knowl- 
edge, and learn to integrate 
it as they get it. 
School Days 

For all, the Big Course 
provides the opportunity of 
deepening their vocation, as 
it gradually opens itself up 
before them, of concentrat- 
ing on the essentials, on 
what we like to call “the 
vision of the whole.” 

The doctrine of the Mys- 
tical Body, the necessity of 
prayer, especially liturgical 
prayer, as a sound basis for 
the works of the Apostolate, 
are constantly stressed. We 
do not expect to learn all in 
a year, or even in five. But 
we will have received a solid 
doctrinal and spiritual foun- 
dation. 

Experience will bring it to 
life. Already all of us realize 
that knowledge of the prin- 
ciples is the most “practical’’ 
guide for action, that nobody 
can give what he does not 
have, and that a living 
knowledge of our religion, 
and of its moral and social 
implications is a must. 


This we get in Madonna 
House during the winter 
months. Spring will come, 
and preparation for the 
Summer School will begin. 
Then will we realize how 
much we have learned dur- 
ing the Big Course, ‘“Appli- 
cants, Juniors and Seniors.” 





THE B’S CORNER 
(Continued from Page Two) 
A New Service 

Any Canadian Doctor or 
Nurse wondering what to do 
with drug samples? Why not 
send them to the Medical 
Student Mission Service, at 
the University of Ottawa, 
Nicholas St., Ottawa, Ont.? 
From there they will journey 
far and wide, to Canadian 
Mission Territory, Africa, 
India, South America. All 
will welcome these little 
packages with gratitude and 
joy. A few pennies spent on 
postage may save a life. 
Don’t throw your samples 
away. Make them work for 
God and neighbor. 


A most interesting Intro- 
ductory Issue of a little 
mimeographed Magazine en- 
titled HOLY RUSSIA reach- 
ed me the other day from 
Rome. Truly filled with most 
interesting information, it is 
published by the Fathers of 
Mercy who have also for sale, 
for THREE DOLLARS, a 
beautiful Icon of Our Lady 
of Ivoron, much loved in 
Russia. I think our Lady of 
Fatima would like her Can- 
adian and American children 
to pray before a Russian 
Icon (holy picture) for the 
conversion of that immense 
land. 

The address for both the Maga- 
zine, and the Icon is “HOLY 
RUSSIA, c/o Rev. Father Roberts, 
Fathers of Mercy, Via Po No. 11, 
Rome, Italy.” They specify most 
seriously that money should be 
sent via International money 
orders, which can be purchased 
at any Post Office. 

Truly more things go on in the 
Catholic World than we ever find 
out about. Personally, I am al- 
ways interested in anything and 
everything that will help us to 
know more, so as to love and 
serve God better. If anyone knows 
of new ventures undertaken, new 
apostolates formed, new or old 
saints discovered, please let us 
know. 





FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





(Continued from Page Two) 
ing room; and had imagined 
a blue and white checked 
skirt to go with it. A pleated 
skirt, preferably. She had 
told Our Lady about it. Our 
Lady of Combermere. 

The next day Mary Ruth, 
then in charge of the cloth- 
ing room, found among the 
donations a pleated blue and 
white checked skirt that just 
fitted the bare-footed dancer. 

She didn’t know the girl 
wanted just such a skirt, 
didn’t know there had been 
any talking to the Lady 
about it. She just knew the 
girl needed a _ skirt, and 
thought this one would do. 

It was evening. The place 
was dark except for the 
candle burning steadily in 
the red glass near the altar. 
The dancer thought she was 
alone. She was showing her 
Boy Friend how the skirt 
fitted. She was modelling it 
for the Lady, her Mother, 
and His. And she was show- 
ing Them how much she 
loved the skirt, and Them 

It was only a second-hand 
rag — but a gift from God 
and His mother! It needed 
her whole body to say thanks 
for it. 

She was not embarrassed 
when discovered. 

A Silly Saintlet? 

“I’m just silly,” she ex- 
pained. ‘‘I’m so silly I had to 
dance. But then God knows 
I’m silly. Didn’t He make 
me? And He loves me any- 
way. So I do silly things. 
You know something else I 
did, something even sillier 
than dancing like that? 

“T was decorating the altar 
at the time. I was passing in 
front of the Tabernacle, and 
I was so loaded with flower 
pots and plants and things 
I didn’t dare to genuflect. So 
I just winked at the Lord and 
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| ‘Tricolor Vows 

! Anselm M. Romb, OFM Conv. 
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I wear a pendant from my 
heart, 

A tricolor ribbon: 

The color of earth, 

The color of water, 

The color of fire. 


The first ribbon is the world 
of things not over bold, 
Clay-brown and olive-drab. 
It boasts of nothing, save its 
nothingness, 
Wants nothing, save a hid- 
ing place. 
is without pretensions, 
mere, 
This my poverty. 


It 


The second ribbon is the uni- 
verse of transparency, 

Water-clear and diamond- 
pure; 

It must not trail in stagnant 
pools. 

(But an angel of the Lord 
can trouble the waters and 
I am healed.) 

It stands upon the razor’s 
edge. 

This my chastity. 


The third ribbon is the color 
of fire, 

Dyed in my young 
blood. 

It is the color of my lover’s 
wounds, 

Crimson, scarlet, royal pur- 
ple, flame. 

I burn in silent rhythm, like 
the stars, till all is En- 
ergy: 

The fuel 
Flame. 

This is my obedience, even 
unto death. 


life’s 


is become the 


Earth, water, fire: 

They are my elements, 

My whole world! 

And I hang my world from 
my heart, 

A tricolor ribbon, 

A pendant held on _heart- 
strings. 

went on by. How He stands 

me I don’t know But He 

does.” 

They come and they go, 
and some of them stay, 
thank God. And those who 
stay are the happiest kids in 
the world, because you can’t 
serve God without being 
happy. 

Those who laugh only at 
others, or weep only at their 
own miseries or misfortunes, 
eliminate themselves. I used 
to wonder if “Winnie” and 
the soap-soup cook would 
have stayed, if we had had a 
chapel for them. I do not 


wonder any more. 

I had forgotten them for 
years. It was only when I 
heard the bare-footed dancer 
laughing at herself that I 
remembered them. 

I asked her to say an Ave 
for them, especially when she 
dances in the darkened 
chapel. 





Useless Efforts? 


By Rev. Hugh Bordin 
(Our Rangoon Correspondent) 


—— 








She must have been over 
eighty I came to know her 
through her son-in-law, a 
teacher in our school at 
Mandalay. Being a princess, 
she showed the refinement of 
the nobles. She could not be 
very rich, however. The 
government allowance would 
not permit her any extrava- 
gance, but her two storey 
pucca building was well kept 
and nicely furnished. A few 
servants helped her in the 
house chores. At her age you 
could not expect her to be 
very good looking, but she 
must have been quite comely 
when young. 

I visited her a few times 
before I ventured to speak 
about religion. I have always 
been on my guard never to 
disparage other people’s re- 
ligion, because that would 
alienate the heart of any- 
body. I did the same with 
her. I just told her a few 
facts of the life of our Lord 
and answered a few ques- 
tions. She asked for a prayer 
book. I was only too glad to 
bring her one, thinking that 
would make a good start, and 
the rest would automatically 
follow. I prayed hard too. 

Beautiful Prayers 


She must have_ gone 
through the book and read 
every bit of it. She told me 
that the prayers she liked 
most were the “Our Father” 
and the “Hail Mary.” She 
had found them so beautiful 
that she had asked her little 
niece to learn them both by 
heart. She asked me about 
the rosary. As the Buddhists 
have some kind of prayer 
beads it did not take me long 
to explain the rudimental 
notion of the Rosary and 
how to recite it. 

Now I could almost have 
said that her conversion was 
a matter of time, but quite 
certain. I rejoiced. That 
would have been a beginning 
I thought to myself. 

The princess and her niece, 
being well known and in- 
fluential, could create a bit 
of a stir in Mandalay... and 
look at the consequences! 
Well . . . I prayed hard. I 
wrote home and asked my 
dear ones to pray for that 
intention too. 

On my next visit the prin- 
cess told me they had recited 
the rosary together some- 
times. Extremely delighted 
and thinking that the time 
was up for something solid, 
I ventured to tell them more 
about our religion. I had 
prepared myself to tackle the 
subject without making it 
evident that I aimed at their 
conversion. 

Prayers And Perfume 

They looked impressed and 
listened thoughtfully. The 
niece knelt down and recited 





|the Our Father and the Hail 


Mary. While she recited the 
prayers I actually considered 
what name I would give to 
them both at Baptism. 

But hardly had the girl 
finished the prayers when 
the old lady, taking a bottle 
of scented water, sprinkled 
it on the many statues in the 
altar and on pictures of 
Buddha that hung from the 
walls saying aloud: “This is 
my Buddha. He is my God.” 

What a blow! I felt almost 
stunned! I did not know 
what to say! She too sat 
down and looked a bit wor- 
ried! We could not say much 
more but looked at each 
other with blank eyes. 

In a moment I saw that 
I had not even scratched the 
wall, let alone undermined 
the foundations of their be- 
tief! Or might it not be that 
she felt an inner urge to 
follow our faith, but sudden- 
ly all her past life welled up 
and turned her hysterical? 

Was not that a struggle 
between the old and the new 
man? The old belief and the 
new? Did she not realize, 
perhaps, that the new faith 
answered better to her inner 
aspirations, but her mind 
was not ready for the 
change? 

Who Knows? 

I did not see her after that. 
The Japanese bombed Man- 
dalay a few days later and 
all those who could afford 
to, left the town. Our old 
lady also went to stay in a 
far-away village in one of 
the Phonjye Kyaungs she 
had constructed to atone for 
the sins of her youth. She 
died there during the war. 

In her old age she was 
really a good, honest and 
charitable woman, of a very 
kind nature. She _ erected 
pagodas and monasteries to 
atone for the sins of her past 
life. She prayed, and — it 
appeared — with true faith, 
to Our Lady. 

May I not hope to see her 
in heaven one day? 

Why not? 


Father Bordin adds this 
postscript to the story: 

“At last I have my own 
place. The bishop has turned 
this quarter of Rangoon into 
a new parish. The ple 
here have been left to them- 
selves for so many years — 
with a Mass only once a 
month — that it is a wonder 
so few have strayed away. 
The great majority are really 
poor, living in low, small 
huts raised just a little a- 
bove marshy ground. I am 
in charge of the poorest par- 
ish in Rangoon. We have 
practically no church linens 
or vestments or vessels. We 
have to find some good peo- 
ple to help us build the 
church and supply it with 
all the needed equipment. 
We need a school too. May I 
ask you for a small prayer 
for us and our work? Please 
keep writing me c/o Rev. Fr. 
Fisher, 112 Commissioner 
Road, Rangoon, Burma.” 
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How Humility 
Found Simplicity 
By 


Catherine de Hueck Doherty 











Princess Humility was love- 
ly. And she knew it, and 
rendered glory to God for 
her beauty. Being born of 
Truth, she never took unto 
herself anything that be- 
longed to anyone else — 
especially God. She was me- 
ticulous, in fact, at times, 
a little tediously so, in ren- 
dering what was due, where 
it was due. 

She was very slender. Some 
might nave called h»: too 
thin. Her eyes were the culor 
of violets in: the Spring fresh 
and dewy, with long lashes. 
They seemed ever so busy, 
most of the time veiling the 
beautiful eyes. Men often 
wondered how Princess Hu- 
mility could really see, walk- 
ing with downcast eyes. But 
see she did .. . and very well. 
Men of course do not know 
all things .. . and so were 
unaware of the deep insight 
that guided the princess in 
her constant journeyings. 

Her hair was warm brown, 
severely braided, and tightly 
wound in a coronet on her 
well-shaped head. Now and 
then it had copper glints 
that made a strange uneven 
halo. Of this she was not 
aware, for much of her time 
was spent thinking .. . ana- 
lysing and figuring things 
out. She had much of this 
to do, for it was her duty to 
impart her clear knowledge, 
and even her strange and 
lovely fragrance, to men’s 
minds and hearts. 

Hard, Humble Work 

She was born with the 
dawn of time. She remem- 
bered only that far—though 
Her “mother, Queen ‘Truth, 
had told her that before this 
happened time did not exist, 
and there was a timelessness 
called eternity! Life then had 
been beautiful. But a tragedy 
happened to two very nice 
people called Adam and Eve. 
They disobeyed God... and 
He had to punish them. 

Thus Death was born. Thus 
Time had to come forth to 
measure Life; and, at certain 
moments, hand it over to 
Death. Of course Death died 
too. That is to say she be- 
came Life also. But, “That 
was another story,” Truth 
said to her daughter, which 
she would tell her some time. 

Princess Humility wished 
she would do it soon. For it 
seemed most _ interesting, 
though a bit involved. 

However stories could wait. 
She had work to do. And 
hard work at that. For every 
time she moved in, to live 
with men, they resented her 
coming. 

In spite of her gentleness 
and beauty, they seemed to 
dislike her. Her fragrance did 
not appeal to them. And her 
knife-sharp knowledge that 
cpened their eyes to the im- 
mensity of Truth and their 


utter dependance on a Power 
greater than they hurt them. 
They would push her out of 
their homes and lock their 
doors on all her loveliness. 
They seemed to prefer her 
most powerful enemy—Lady 
Pride. 
She Brings Joy 

Some who accepted her, be- 
came intensely happy. They 
put order into their lives. 
Happiness and Order were 
fragrant with her fragrance, 
and men, in spite of them- 
selves, revered. those who 
walked with her. 

Still Princess Humility felt 
that in some strange way, 
she lacked something her- 
self. This life of constant 
analysis of motives and acts. 
This effort that she had to 
make constantly — to re- 
member she was nothing and 
God everything — was wear- 
ing her down. 

She became more ethereal, 
thinner, more ghost like. But 
she never faltered. She del- 
ved deeper and deeper into 
her nothingness and 
other people’s goodness... 
and God’s majesty. And she 
spent much time trying to 
pass on, as she should, her 
findings to such men as 
would listen. 

Happy Meeting 

One day she was passing 
through a small village call- 
ed Nazareth. She was a little 
on the weary side, and, as it 
was such a sunny glorious 
day, she thought she would 
rest in the green meadow 
dotted with big yellow but- 
tercups. 

She was almost falling 
asleep when suddenly it 
seemed to her that one of 
the buttercups was bigger 
than all the buttercups she 
had ever seen in her long 
life. She sat up, and rubbed 
her violet eyes, and then 
smiled. It wasn’t a buttercup 
at all_tIt. was the_.yellow, 
tousled head of a beautiful 
Child, a Boy about four or 
five years of age. He must 
have been lying down amid 
the flowers. Now He was 
standing up straight, like a 
flower Himself, smiling at 
her. 

Humility smiled back. The 
Child walked up to her, and 
invited her to play ball with 
him. He held a wooden ball 
(rubber not being known at 
the time). It was painted a 
vivid regal red. 

The Princess hesitated. 
She looked at herself as was 
her custom. She found her- 
self wanting in some things 
she could not define. The 
Child was so beautiful. So 
pure. So majestic! 

She thought of her life. 
Always she had found in it 
room for improvements. She 
thought of her ways of ex- 
amining herself, of remem- 
bering her nothingness and 
unimportance. Then and 
there, all that training, that 
being what she was — HU- 
MILITY — came _ flooding 
back ...and kept her from 
rushing up to the Child and 
playing ball with Him.... 
as everything in her yearned 


Song of The Child 
The Child, cocking his 
head on one side, surveyed 
her most thoroughly — and 
then, speaking quite . dis- 
tinctly, told her that she 
should grow. She was all 
right most of the time. But 
she should not stop growing. 
However, her “growth” 
should be downwards... into 
littleness. He sang to her: 

“Come on, 

Get small. 

Come and 

Play ball 

With me. 


And then 

You will 

Grow very BIG, 
My dear Humility; 


Because you will 
Meet Simplicity, 
And she will 
Teach you 

How to be 

A child like 

Me! 


And then 

You will 
Understand 

That it is 

Not enough 

To know 

Your nothingness, 
But that to 

Grow and grow 
With Me. 


You have 

To be 
Simplicity. 
And then 
You will be 
All filled 
With Charity! 


Come, play ball 
With Me. 

I am Simplicity; 
And I will 
Teach you 

How to be 

As simple 

As Me!” 

Something happened to 
Princess Humility. She ran 
forward. She played ball with 
the Child all afternoon. Then 
at sunset when she threw 
the ball back to Him for the 
last time, He seemed to van- 
ish. So did the ball. He and 
it blended with the sunset— 
and gave it a brilliant light! 

From that day to this... 
Princess Humility teaches 
men that she is but the 
handmaid of Simplicity! 





FRAGMENT 


By 
Francoise De Castro 











When they had laid Him 
in the Tomb, Mary, John, 
and Magdalen went back to 
the Upper Room. Our Lady 
sat and stared. John knelt 
at her feet and cried bitterly. 
Magdalen was standing in a 
corner, and did not dare 
come nearer. 

After a while, Our Lady 
looked at John, dnd _ said: 
“My Son!” John raised his 
head, and looked into her 
eyes, so much like His. Again, 
she said: “My Son.” 

He came closer, and put 
his head on her knees. He 
began to listen to the beating 








to do. 


of her heart. And he remem- 


bered the words: “They will 
put Him to death, and the 
third day, He will rise from 
the dead.” 

Then, he lifted his head, 
and said: “Magdalen!” 

The woman did not move. 
Her Lord was dead. This 
woman, His mother, was too 
pure for the likes of her. No- 
body would ever love her 
again in this world. 

Our Lady said: “Magda- 
len.” The girl looked up, and 
saw her eyes. They must have 
reminded her of that look 
which had dragged her to 
His feet, and made the stain 
of sin drop from her soul. 

She knelt at Mary’s feet. 

Mary said: ‘““My daughter!” 
and put her hand on the 
bent head. 

Then nothing was heard 
in the room but the sobs of 
those who loved one another, 
and wept over the death of 
the Son of Man, while await- 
ing His resurrection! 
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Do You Agree? 





Dear Friends: This is writ- 
ten in haste, before you have 
any more qualms about the 
quality of RESTORATION. 

I LOVE IT. 

I’ve loved it ever since the 
very first copy sent to me by 
Jim Wholey, of blessed mem- 
ory. 

I love it because it inspires 
me to greater appreciation 
for the spiritual gifts avail- 
able to all of us — especially 
the gift of being able to give 
back a little of what the dear 
God gives to us in such a 
boundless quantity. 

I love it so much that I’d 
like to be CLOSE to those 
who edit it, and contribute 
to it. I love it so much, I’ve 
had a tremendous yen to 
come up and spend a year 
with you. 

But, I can’t. My obligations 
are HERE. Such heaven as 
Madonna House would be, 
has yet to be EARNED. 

This is an opportunity to 
thank you, too, for the lovely 
picture you enclosed of your 
beautiful liturgical altar. It 
is very much like ours here, 
so I know I would be happy 
praying there. 

Please accept my little 
mite of a subscription. Truly, 
I wish it were more. Maybe 
I shall shortly be able to 
send you an additional sub- 
scription occasionally. 

God bless you and all those 
at Combermere and those at 


Whitehorse. My dreams 
reached that far too. 
Lovingly yours 

Lady—R.M.H. 
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PATRICK 


OUR THIRD CANADIAN 


(Continued from Page One) 

On October 15th, 1930, the 
Apostolate was born, in a 
dinky little street off Tor- 
onto’s railroad tracks. Today 
it lives in New York City, 
Chicago, Washington, DC., 
Portland, Ore., Shreveport, 
La., Newburg, N.Y., Burnley, 
Va., Combermere, Ont., 
Whitehorse, Y.T., and Ed- 
monton, Alta.! 

TWENTY-FIVE YEARS! 
SO LITTLE AND SO MUCH! 

Please ... pray and help 
Dorothy . . . for the harvest 
is ripe . and the har- 
vesters so few!!! 


For Lent 








Meditations on 
the Stations of 
the Cross..25c 


By Catherine De 
Hueck Doherty 


Order from 


Madonna House 
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